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oration on Prince Eugene, and I sent him the Pandectes as
a mark of my gratitude/
'He will send Winckelmann to offer you a price for it.'
'That would be treating me as a bookseller. I won't
have it.'
'Then he will return you the volume. We know his ways.'
'If his eminence returns me the volume, I shall return
him his oration.'
At this his Holiness began to laugh, and hold his sides.
'We should like to know the end of this, without others
being informed of our innocent curiosity.'
After he had said this, an elaborate blessing, full of
-unction, gave me to understand that the audience was over.
As I left the palace I was accosted by an old abbe, who
asked if I were not Signor Casanova, who had escaped from
'The Leads.' I replied that I was he.
'Heaven be praised,' said he, 'that I see you in good
health.'
'To whom have I the honour of speaking?'
'Don't you know me? I am Momolo, the Venetian
boatman, and many a time have I taken you in my gon-
dola.'
'You have become a priest since then?'
'Not at all, but the cassock is everybody's uniform here.
I am principal sco-patore (sweeper) of our Holy Father the
Pope.'
CI congratulate you, but you must not mind my laughing/
cLaugh away. My wife and daughter laugh each time
they see me in my habit and cape. Come and see us; here is
our address, behind the Trinita dei Monti.'
The Abbe Winckelmann called on me, told me I had
entirely won the good graces of the cardinal by my present,
foi the book was a rare one, and in better condition than
the copy in the Vatican library, adding—
'The cardinal wishes me to ask what he owes you for it.'
'Nothing; I am not a bookseller. The volume was given
to me, and I can only part with it on the same terms.'

